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In this fair Paradiſe dare's not ſhow her face, 
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' PROLOGUE 


Spoker by Mr. F. OW EI. 
at Oxford, July : the Tenth. 168 2. 
3. 4% les? 
„I a diſſenting Play-houſe frantick rage, 
We the zar reinnait of 2 ruin'd Stage, 
NMuſt ca very Storm that wrack't us kind, 
Since we this Ale, and Pleaſant harbour ende 
Sd ſnipwrack t Paſſer they Aueh 
Any kind rempgnt-of 1 chi 
ahl e 0 3 


Embrace with t t s ks the 
ThatFate pre 1 towards the Shdre. 
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Our bin iges: wi 


Was falli 
Mord 12 


WOE rab'd.us ſill more * 


We — at laſt 
Old Relique 75 5 Hit we beit, 


For each man her 1 is tur d p NN | 

And to i for th N double recruit 

Of Wit and Fort 6 1 Suit. 
Faith twas h time to E er the n 6iſy T own, 


| When what ſcarce made fliow was „ 


When Our gay Ribbons, and ſuch uſclel: 8 thinps, 
Wereall condethn'd to make bew Bible Strings. 


Our ſnort - Jum mp. Canters ſtifly have d 


All Rhymes, fince David's ood Burteſt ers V7; 
Have all things elſe but State · lampoons deery d. 
Good Poems they like Holy- water feat, 
Becauſe there ſeem's ſome kind of concord there. 

Here Genuine 4 do's ex 12 breaſt inſpire, 
And to a general calmneſs all conſpire. 
Rebellion? which is there the onely Prize 
By which the canting, hot-brain'd Zeatvts riſe, 


As if ſome flameing Cherub kept the place. * 

So when the Plague Our Climate did infeft, 

And with new-heatrs the late burnt Town poſſes t; 
The fearful Steams (that lodg d ith'cireling Air) 
Kept out of ſi ight, and durſt not enter here. 
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